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the back ; it gave me no pain, but felt cold, and threw me
on my face. Turning to rise, I saw the man who had stabbed
me making a second thrust. Whereupon, letting go my
sabre, I caught his bayonet by the socket, turned the thrust,
and raising myself by the exertion, grasped his firelock with
both hands, thus in mortal struggle regaining my feet. His
companions had now come up, and I heard the dying cries
of the four men with me, who were all instantly bayoneted.
We had been attacked from behind by men not before seen,
as wre stood with our backs to a doorway, out of which must
have rushed several men, for we were all stabbed in an
instant, before the two parties coining up the road reached
us. They did so, however, just as my struggle with the man
who had wounded me was begun. That was a contest for
life, and being the strongest I forced him between myself
and his comrades, who appeared to be the men whose lives
I had saved when they pretended to be dead on our advance
throiigh the village. They struck me with their muskets,
clubbed and bruised me much, whereupon, seeing no help
near, and being overpowered by numbers and in great pain
from my wounded leg, I called out Je me rend, remembering
the expression correctly from an old story of a fat officer
whose name being James called out Jemmy round. Finding
they had no disposition to spcire me, I kept hold of the
musket, vigorously defending myself with the body of the
little Italian who had first wounded me ; but I soon grew
faint, or rather tired. At that moment a tall dark man
came tip, seized the end of the musket with Ids left hand,
whirled his brass-hilted sabre round, and struck me a power-
ful blow on the head, which was bare, for my cocked hat
had fallen off. Expecting the blow would finish me, I had
stooped my head in hopes it might fall on my back, or at
least on the thickest part of the head, and not on the left
temple. So far I succeeded, for it fell exactly on the top,
cutting me to the bone but not through it. Fire sparkled
from my eyes. I fell 011 my knees, blinded but not quite
losing my senses, and holding still on to the musket. Re-
covering in a moment I saw a florid, Iguidsome young French
drummer holding the arm of the dark Italian, who was in
the act of repeating the blow. Quarter was then given ;